DANILOV
Now, too, Klava was there in the shower room, stand-
ing by a table. Her dark-red head in its coverings of
muslin was bent as she gathered bandaging together
into a flounce. The windows were curtained and a small
light was burning.
"What are you making?" asked Danilov.
She turned a freckled, kindly, drowsy face towards him.
"A shade,55 she said with a weary sigh.
"A shade? For the lamp?"
"No. For the nozzle."
"What nozzle?"
"Of the shower."
Drowsiness made her answers indistinct, but he
understood, and was delighted at her idea.
"Aha!" he said. "When the showers aren't in use,
you'll put covers on the nozzles to make them look nice,
eh?"
"Yes," she answered. "Only it's a pity that it's just
muslin. Blue or pink silk would have been better."
"Yes, of course, silk would be better," he laughed.
"Only there's none to be had, Klava. But surgical gauze
might be dyed with washing blue."
"And then, you know, if there was any red ink," said
Klava, looking confidingly into his face, "it could be
mixed with water and that would colour them pink."
"We'll buy red ink," Danilov promised. "The first
shop we come to, we'll buy it at once."
The red-headed girl had raised his spirits. He was
smiling as he passed along the rattling corridors.
The coaches designed for serious cases had no parti-
tions and each was as roomy as a hospital ward. White
paint. Pendant cots in threes, one above the other, along
both sides. Hanging cupboards. Chaises longues. Here,
the hospital atmosphere was unmistakable.
The quarantine coach was at the very end of the train.
It was an ordinary carriage with the power unit at the
rear end. The quarantine coach was the main objective
of Danilov's inspection, here, he had a presentiment,
something was wrong*

